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LOVE OR NERVES 



By Hmh Sterling 



MARIAN sat on the floor, playing with 
Cookie, the neighbors' baby girt. Mar- 
tan loved Cookie, but she listened with less 
and less affection tu Cookie's mother. 

"Dr. Allan gave me some marvelous pills 
to settle my nerves," Mrs. Simpson said as 
she ironed, "and since I've been taking them 
I feel like a new person. Oh. he is a wonder- 
ful doctor." 

"Is he?" Marian asked, "I wouldn't know. 
I hardly see him." 

"You've got to expect that, dear," Mrs. Simp- 
son said philosophically, "whet, you're engaged 
to a doctor, especially one as popular and busy 
as Mike Allan." 

It seemed as if all the mothers in town had 
broken out with a case of "nerves" and no 
one but Mike Allan could cure them, And 
meanwhile, Marian sat home night aftet night, 
neglected, just waiting for him to call. 

"Just exactly what was wrong with you, 
Mrs. Simpson?" Sh« was determined to get 
to the bottom of this case of "nerves" that 
was spreading all over town. 

"He gave us pills. Magic pills. They work 
wonders . . ." 

Marian realised she should be proud of 
Mike. After all, he had started practice in 
town only a year ago and already he had a 
larger practice than the other three doctors 
in Ellendale. But if only he spent a little 
more time with her. 

'"Ever since Cookie was born," V.Irs. Simp- 
ton was explaining, "I seemed to be unable 
to control my temper. I would fly off the 
handle at the slightest thing . . ." She went 
on and on. Marian stopped listening. She had 
heard it all before. "But now," Mrs. Simpson 
concluded, "I feel fine," 

"That's good," Marian said politely, seeth- 
ing inside. 

"You're a fortunate girl, Marian. To think, 
ill a few weeks you will be married to that 
wonderful man." She sighed, "To have him 
around whenever you need a doctor . . . how 
perfect." 

Marian stood up and went to the door. "Oh. 
sure. With all his patients, I'll never see him." 



"Now don't be selfish, dear," Mrs. Simpson 
said gently. "Sick people come first with * 
doctor." 

Marian wondered, as she crossed the lawn 
to her house, just how sick these women really 
were. Maybe they just liked the idea of being 
coddled by a young, handsome doctor with 
the gentlest brown eyes and the most sooth- 
ing manner Ellendale ever possessed. 

As she stepped into her house, the phont 
rang. It was Mike. In spite of herself, she 
went soft at the sound of his voice. 

"I'd like to see you soon, honey, but I can't 
seem to get away from the office. I miss you 
very much." 

"So do I. Mike, terribly. Can't you find 
some free time?" 

"I have no appointments for tomorrow night 
... so far." 

"I'll keep my fingers crossed, darling." 

But the next evening, Mike called to ex- 
plain, "Mrs. Aletta just phoned. She wants 
nie to drop over to her house." 

"Anything serious?" 

"No. She sounded all right, Probably just 
a matter of . . ." 

"Nerves?" Marian interrupted sharply. 
"Could be." 

Marian closed har eyes. "Here we go again," 
she thought bitterly. 

"Mike. I know yon're very busy, but do 
you think you'll be able to spare the time for 
your wedding?" Without waiting for an an- 
swer, she slammed down the receiver. 

Mik# called her back. "What's the matter, 
honey? What did you mean by that, last re- 
mark? What's wrong with you lately, any- 

"Nerves." Marian said and hung up again. 

This time he didn't call back. Marian was 
so upset she went down to his office and 
waited for him. When he came pack he looked 
pale and tired. 

"I brought you some coffee and sandwiches. 
You must be starved." 

He munched hungrily. "I am. And I'm really 
tired, Thanks. Now, why Were you angry at 



"Because you're working yourself too hard." 

"Sure," he said between mouthfuls, "but so 
does every doctor," 

"I could understand it if your patients had 
a cold or the measles or a broken leg — but all 
it seems to be lately is 'nerves.' It doesn't 
make sense." 

"It's the times we're living in. Marian. 
Everybody is nervous and overwrought. Be- 
sides, if someone wants the doctor, it's my job 
to go when they call. I don't question why 
they need me." 

"How about me? I need you, too." 

Mike took her hand, "I give you whatever 
time I have. I can't do more." 

"Well, it's not enough." She stood up and 
walked to the door. "I may as well not see 
you at all as see you piecemeal, when you're 
too tired to go any place or do anything." 

"Okay, if that's the way you're going to 
act, go ahead !" 

"Goodbye," she slammed the door behind 
her and cried all the way home. 

The next evening, after dinner, she waited 
for Mike to call, hut it seemed he was going 
to be as stubborn as she was. The evening lay 
ahead of her, desolate and lonely. She decided 
to go next door. 

Mrs. Simpson was alone and glad to see 
Marian. Mr. Simpson was out of town on busi- 
ness. "Good that you came," Mrs. Simpson 
said. "Watch Cookie while I put up some pre- 
serves." Mrs. Simpson was in such fine spirits. 
Marian got curious. "Does taking the pills 
make you so relaxed?" 

"Oh, yes. they work miracles. Would you 
like to try one?" 

"I'd like to see what they look like." Marian 
said. 

Mrs. Simpson brought out the box. Marian 
opened it. They were just plain white pills. 
It was hard to believe. 

"Play music," Cookie demanded. Marian 
went to the phonograph and put on a record. 
When she came back, the box was empty and 
Cookie's mouth was stuffed with the last oi 
the pills. Marian screamed, "Quick, quick . . . 
the pills ... the baby ate them!" 

Cookie's mother rushed in to examine the 
situation. "Oh, oh. what shall we do?" Marian 
moaned, wringing her hands. 

"Call Dr. Allan," Mrs. Simpson said calmly. 
"I'll get the milk." 

Frantically, Marian dialed Mike's number. 
She closed her eyes in relief when he an- 
swered. Meanwhile, Mrs. Simpson was forcing 
Cookie to drink a large glass of milk. "He'll 
be right over," Marian said. "Don't worry." 
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"I'm not worried," Mrs. Simpson said as 
she looked at the now empty glass. "I did 
what I could under the circumstances. Now 
we wait for Doctor Allan." 

It seemed like hours, but actually, fifteen 
minutes later Mike arrived. He examined 
Cookie and nodded approvingly when Mrs. 
Simpson told him 'what she had done. He gave 
her a few more instructions and picked Up 
his hat and valise and walked out. Marian 
hurried after him, 

"Mike. Mike, wait a minute — will Cookie 
be all right?" 

"Yes." He continued to his car. She fol- 
lowed him. "Are you going somewhere else 
now, Mike?" 

"No," he started the car. then turned and 
Mniled at her. "Want to go for a drive? It's 
.] nice evening." 

"Yes. I do." She settled back beside him. 
"Mike, forgive me. You were right. I realize 
now how important it is to keep calm and not 
lose your head. Mrs. Simpson was marvelous 
the way she knew just the right thing to do 
in an emergency. But all those pills, Mike- 
are you sure there's no danger?'' 

Mike glanced at her and grinned. "They're 
absolutely harmless. They're made of dried 
milk and sugar. I concocted the formula my- 
self." 

"But they cured Mrs. Simpson and all the 
other women !" 

"Purely psychological. They think the pills 
cure and so they relax. Cookie could have 
eaten ten times as many without harm. She'd 
just get a little chubbier from all that sugar. 
Of course, I couldn't tell her mother that, or 
she'd lose faith in the pills." 

Marian started to laugh. "Oh, Mike, you 
are wonderful. But isn't that cheating?" 

MIKE SHOOK his head. "All each wormian 
needs is one visit and one box of pills 
which cost very little. If it makes them hap- 
pier, isn't it worth it? You must remember 
that first I rule out any real or serious ail- 
ment they might have. If there's nothing 
wrong. I prescribe the pills. They are very 
nourishing." 

"It sounds very reasonable. I'm sorry I lost 
my temper. Maybe I should have one of those 
pills." 

"Won't work now that you know my secret. 
Maybe," he stopped the car and put his arms 
around her. "this will do the trick instead?" 
he asked as he kissed her. It did! 

THE END 
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n the threshold of 
love's awakening 




. . . the vows made 

. . . the words whispered 
...the hopes envisioned 
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